SIR T. WYATT and THE  EARL OF  SURREY

The lower comp&reth his state to a. ship in perilous
storm tossed on the sea.

*   My galley charged with fbrgetfulness,

Through sharp seas, in winter nights, doth pass
Tween rock and rock; and eke my foe, alas,
That is my lord, steereth with cruelness;
And every hour, a thought in readiness,
As though that death were light in such a case,
An endless wind doth tear the sail apace
Of forced sighs, and trusty fearfulness;
A rain of tears, a cloud of dark disdain,
Have done the wearied cords great hinderance:
Wreathed with error, and with ignorance;
The stars be hid that lead me to this pain.

Drown'd is reason that should be my comfort,
And I remain, despairing of the port.

SIR T. WYATT

From Tottets Songs and Sonnets, 1557
Description of Spring wherein each thing renews
sa&e only the lover
The soote season, that bud and bloom forth brings,
With green hath dad the hill and eke the vale:
The nightingale with feathers new she sings;
The turtle to her make hath told her tale:
Summer is come for every spray now springs,   *
The hart hath hung his old head on the pale:
The buck in brake his winter coat he flings:
The fishes fioat with new repaired scale:
The adder all her slough away she slings;
The swift swallow pursueth the flies smale;
The busy bee her honey now she mings:
Winter is worne that was the flowers* bale:
And thus I see among these pleasant things
Each care decays, and yet my sorrow springs*
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